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m- 

somniatic 
or just so- 
matic 
and so 
if you 

remove the ends 
the inside 
is still there 
like endocrinology 
but not time machines 

as a slab of sound 

lying there 

wetly 

plainly shows 
and 

seeps 



slipping up on the glare 
and not having a moment 
you haven't already 
thought of 

utter and alternance 

almost a theater of the word 
or 



the fever in vitro 

a pain 

aglow 

what evening 
excites and 

copper is so much 
of the day 
it can only begin 
at sundown 

and again 

* 

gatherings: the tone is different, the rhythm is the same, the end always lets us down 
easy (does it?) 



the unaware 
vs. the assembled 

they were flowing the continuum 
they were flowing the house 

breaking a look 

or busting out all over 

losing minimal parts 

the assemblage is unaware 



talked back the small woods 
the small infections 
that wound up in wood 

and cherry's contrary 

gathering the house flow 

thick plural / piano stretch 

a suggested flairing 

sleepless the line between wood 

and water is like fire 

mired in the motion 

the simultaneous flash 

and it will be a thing accomplished 
holding out my lack of calm 
my little red quotation 

"glide and fold a continuum 
a new house for light" 

thermometer drip 

sliver 

into juicy night 
vibrato the ecstacy 
future — the synapse 
wire — the signature 



slacks — "the loosener" 
it's the telephone of power 
it's the law of duration 

somewhere 

beyond the lego syndrome 



maps: to break a 

look! 

the painterly perceptions 

transcribe 

the falling 

resonant 

as wooden waste 

lands 

encircling 

somewhere on the moment 

the instant history of it 

the same moment is always beginning 

morning glycerine 

transitional grammar 

step 1,000 

and inbox zero 

waiting to be called 

or pressed 



i to him 

assures a municipality 

being suddenly interstitial 
oh, and being meta 

doesn't always work 

(in los angeles, they call these "opportunities." a message about the pavement under 

the sand, or maybe the message is the sand?) 

the way it is 
sent 

or left 

all over the sidewalk 
to clarify the origin 
to remember a few 
words 



exploring what's left of the crowd, a faint recording, the memory of antennas, like 
stretching a point, taking it step by step to find a space, and spending the night in an 
abandoned mouth, one cavity can hide another, my bad tooth melodrama, the 
scenario stretches all the way out the door, they were telling me how only an empty 
building can be liberated, something switched off from the realm of possibility, not 
much of a conversation and our drunken need for latitude, like eating lunch in 
america. and i was thinking how epic and bulgy a concept that is. it's so westward! all 
that beef! all that ketchup! a portion of everything, the dark air folded into flight, all 
the scenery is large structures and lacuna, the apparatus is so tired, i mean, just the 
name — the whole clanking apparatus of it. peering over, lurching forward, imagine a 
dimension here, in fact, i can't imagine a poem without a space, a reversal at every 
asphalt turn, falling flat. 



there was so much mud on the situation last night, but that openness leaking in thru 
the window, the stillness of light and how the air is rising thru all the sticky senses in 
paper cones and paper clothes and ice paper everywhere, cookie dough cosmologies. 

i'm supplying the music, you bring the pictures, and the double-click, shit 'n' click! 
what is unfolding thru the subject, rumors of fuel, rumors of a city, a pleasant smell 
of oil everywhere, drift past the hours tangle gray shift stutter frame human web 
hammer house glass submerged in flame breathing in from the foreground to the 
steep view. 

a rotation, not the flatness they are carrying across with a gesture, a glass-like 
allusion to the corner of the room, or saying "i" is like looking in the glass, like 
looking at the sun to form a future, tearing rays, seizing iterations, the same lines 
open to a different tune only works because we didn't know what we were doing to 
play the radio and not pretend, the long process we call away, or what you were 
saying. 

hot fuses, they relax cameras, until the threshold, like a click. 

ancient comedy pursues its idylls; my broken record player is slowed into a 
panorama, polar coordinates, a stern symphony, casting a cold eye. i'll show you my 
methodology if you show me your obstacle, icy lingo, relative densities, specific 
gravities, the lowest dull number we can think of. a count down to the repetition in 
the street, just to lie there out in the sun and resonate, the structure is built for 
collapsing, but the voices just come in layers. 

dishing harmony and being intervallic like that, unctuous and uncalled for and 
increasing under the same autonomy or general arrangement become red outside the 
sun a stranger as sound is possible in paper and igniting the effect of thin recognition 
on the world, stretching it into a second scale, modal in the golden road. 

like the thing and the secondary tube, like breathing on the glass, what burning 
conveys and from time to time and a tube to travel through, total alone, the tube is 
basic which is the tension which becomes silent, wow, i'm plucked! feeding them 



silver, the secondary tube is intermediate of air. 

a radio play with air. damp radio waves, the whole history you have to carry rather 
than go looking for. a process submerged in stone while the sun is stuck in the 
window, which he stuck in a drawer, time in a different city, observing radio silence. 

in sunburnt lands, the first book is sun struck winter, the shards of wool and wire, if 
sun showed winter, nothing is like anything else, in a thin sunned time everyone 
stands apart, in some burned window, the carbon throat, the glass road, the mouth is 
made for reading, the view is made for squeezing, here in the moonlight mile. 

automatic earth-light, myth, or mist, surrounds us on either side, but johnny cash 
and me like to walk the line, in the city, in the water, in the theater of dionysus 
listening to debussy's les images, movement at a minimum, the movement to 
motionless, biology is an excellent story, is that what you wanted to say? oh bitch, 
please, next time, i'll do the driving. 

syrupy hormone, the sermon playing the role of gold in a point of departure — which 
is posing a question, observing sidewalk silence, picture yourself isolating the sound 
garment. 

imagining the sound garment, it's so molecular, nano-bite me! spiking through the 
compound words, sporkathon, sporkomatic, sporktature, sporkulating, 
introsporktion, consporkuous, unsporksmanlike. a serenade to console the broken- 
hearted all prone and obdurate in the back of the bus returning to baltimore at 11:38 
p.m. * 

if you and i are contained in the voice then the phrase "shut up!" acquires a whole 
new level of significance, doesn't it? "oh, spork me!" 

quoting a song, my life would be measured out in chunks, a dream of riding whether 
i'm on the bus or under it. traffic is exchanged for ink, just as photos for glass, but all 
things resemble fire, we are aiming for a paper collision, scissors will cut the ink. 
scissors will burn the film, the last letter. 



the last time was the letter, a correspondence — not the kind you step off the bus 
with, but the kind you are making speak, stretching the letters in your spare time to 
make up for the space you left when you stepped off that bus, where only the left eye 
was saved, a removement of glare, when you were replacing the letters and wanting 
to tell me how the day was no longer divided. 



"ant man bee" is the title of a song by captain beefheart. a circuit in the series 
layering the lips insulates the best word in my bite is buzz, a lamination shining out 
that there is no way out. liquidity of string, conduits, ladders, networks — whole 
networks of manufacturer's liquid string difference is what i'm talking, shooting 
across the molecular divide, but talking about reading is just rhetoric, or talking 
turns, static is bursting thru the door just as the whole house is eagerly receiving and 
listening for the view before the next hammer falls, biting off my best word. 

what the hand shows, sea shells, coming off in husks, waves of surrogate sun 
collision, she sells, blind in a book of if and the big f after i wrote that's all a distance 
does it, a distance object strung out in tone to air. the air realized in water, the air 
realized in view, the approach to aqueous, and so circular. 

shoving thread, retransmission clings to himself, the unsaid and the included, say 
again: the escaping city, regulating celebrities, wardrobe transmissions, mass 
spaghettification. sticky cell phone anxiety, flesh properties of retransmission 
celebrity, marbled modes and magnetic space-glance in the escaping city, another 
movie about the future in los angeles, vaguely inhabited by bee-people. 

the color scheme is a little garish, even "electric," like neon, like saying "you are a 
picture of teeth" and letting it go at that with the whole alliterative lost letter loony- 
tune reclamation scheme, but some details got lost in the process, which itself is a 
comment on transmissions in the dark, the phantom of increment the phantom of 
Utopia in the original splash files as i was writing it. actually, the colors are much 
softer and i'm working my way through it now, bending the strings, an increment of 
me to some place like you. beating off the parallels with a stick and finding lines in 
the rain, beads of light sticking to the bougainvillea, refracting and ready to drop, to 
pour the waters of the mile on every slippery scale. 

still dreaming about the desert, or, waking up in the desert, which is basically trying 
to remember what it's like to have amnesia, the poem is always overhead. 



what this 

city is 

elegiacal in 

lacking of 

and jacking off over 

is in and under 

all that 

shellac 



neon twang runs cold 

riding your car all through my dark 

shhhh! i know you'll disturb the perfect construction of it. i know you'll wake up to 
the submerged sign of it. i'm still waking up to a correspondence, lyrically out of 
scale and out of breath, in a very crowded place 

with the sound as a sudden 

a long short short in. frequently parallel, not the intersection at the end. 

from the last step we took, enthusiastically scattered, to somewhere past the next 
synapse the next breath a somewhere passed in the time you were driving thru like a 
dream. 

and everywhere is the same story, flickering, "fracture is our only illumination." 

an ambush on the eye, where there's a part for everyone, a projection in the air 
zooming and booming — fantasy font night, pig iron polyphony, an architecture 

becoming an apparatus, a space of thresholds, a glass gaze, suspended, and there are 
tonight trees, night tree architecture, a few bits and pieces (very few, actually) 

in the fantasy font night, apparent as sleep and extending. 

into its resemblances, bending the note to blue the light. 

delicate branching, telescope blur, interrupting a circle, the shadow of iron, touching 
a sleeping book and just seeing darkness, writing speaking and waking up in a 
window to miss the message, just as you are driving a car with no end in sight, her 
words are a bridge 

pronouncing gray, and forgetting to turn, like people and things, and still remain. 



uvulator! 

my stomach bake 
my glyphic gunk 

you and i can call back and forth and the sun is shining 

and the faces flashing 

there is fire in the eye 

drinking in the day 

to be led by the blind 

and their dim hand 

stumbling in shadow 

a darkened path 

through the watery fire 

and the dim hand with its morning stars 

unleashed 

as the name of vision 

is kindled in measures 
and passing out in measures 
extinguished 
like the sun 

that is setting in the eye 

we are adding candle to ink 

the watery fires quench 

the glass is only there 

the burning eye misses all things 

the exister: cezanne's fish 

the unusualist, who always confused model with motor, wrecked and running a 

groove, there will be days before night. 



* clearly, there are a few other examples, the following list is by no means exhaustive: 

retrosporktive 

insporkter 

persporktavism 

watersporks 

sporkalization 

consporktus 

spork 'n' span 

auspork(t)iously 

harusporkate 

besporkled 

irresporktive 

desporkible 

microsporktrophotometry 

oversporkulated 

sporkberry 

circumsporkness 

disresporktability 

telesporktrometers 

sporktatrix 

ultrasporktabulous 

unsusporkting 

and, the ever ubiquitous 

sporkwear 



